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EDITORIAL 


FRIENDS,  ROMANS,  COUNTRYMEN, 
LEND  ME  YOUR  EAR! 

I would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  point  out  to  the  frosh  that  it  is  truly 
an  honour  to  be  the  17th  person  to 
welcome  you  to  the  hallowed  halls  of 
the  University  of  Toronto.  Being  the 
17th  frosh-welcomer  gives  me  great 
pleasure,  along  with  a special 
“unique”  feeling,  knowing  that  1 was 
the  17th  person  to  welcome  you  to 
your  post-secondary  adventures. 

It  is  a tumultuous  time  for  incoming 
frosh,  but  an  enviable  one.  In  the  com- 
ing weeks,  you  will  forge  friendships 
that  will  last  a lifetime.  Your  experi- 
ences here  will  someday  become  cher- 
ished memories.  Uncharted  territo- 
ries will  be  encountered,  traversed, 
and  chartered.  I’d  do  it  all  again,  if  it 
wasn’t  for  Calculus. 

However,  let  us  not  trivialize  the  chal- 
lenges that  you  will  invariably  have 
to  overcome.  There  will  be  tough 
times  ahead,  but  with  perseverance 
and  good  friends,  you  can  realize  your 
goals.  At  times  during  the  year,  some 
kind  of  stress-relief  will  be  a neces- 
sary and  welcome  addition  to  your 
life. 


Hopefully  you  will  be  able  to  look  to 
the  Toike  Oike  (pronounced  “toy-kee- 
oyk”)  when  your  studies  have  left  you 
a little  insaney.  If  we  can  brighten  up 
the  faces  of  any  student  at  U of  T,  then 
we’ve  accomplished  our  goal. 

I’d  like  to  send  a heartfelt  thanks  and 
congrats  to  the  staff  who  have  worked 
so  diligently  over  the  summer  to  put 
this  paper  together.  You  have  made 
this  thing  happen.  I’d  also  like  to  thank 
Don  McAuslan  (x-editor)  who  has 
eased  the  transition  of  this  paper  into 
the  new  school  year. 

We  can  always  use  people  to  help  out 
with  the  Toike.  If  you  like  to  write  con- 
tent, draw  comics,  proof-read,  eat 
food,  or  breathe  (regardless  of  faculty 
or  program  of  study),  then  come  out 
to  our  first  meeting  in  the  Sandford 
Fleming  Atrium  at  7 pm  on  Thurs- 
day, September  12th. 

Mark  Jaggassar 
Editor-in-chief  2002-2003 
toike@skule.ca 
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DISCLAIMER 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a humourous  newspa- 
per. If  the  finer  points  of  humour  tend  to 
escape  you,  please  read  the  Varsity.  Oth- 
erwise, please  read  the  Toike.  The  opin- 
ions expressed  do  not  necessarily  rep- 
resent those  of  the  University  of  Toronto 
Engineering  Society.  Any  names  and 
places  that  you  see  in  the  Toike  are  com- 
pletely made  up  by  the  Toike  staff.  For 
example,  if  you  see  the  word,  “Synthe- 
sis" in  the  Toike,  that  is  because  we  in- 
vented the  word,  “Synthesis".  It  is  our 
word  now;  if  you  use  it,  we  will  sue  you. 
Please  send  your  constructive  criticism 
or  deconstructive  praise  to 
toike@skule.ca. 
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JOIN  THE  TOIKEl 

Get  involved  with  our  dynamic  group  by 
sending  us  an  e-mail.  In  acknowledg- 
ment of  your  contributions,  we  will  feed 
you  and  sing  your  praises  on  top  of  high 
mountains. 


LETTERS  TO  THE  EDITOR 

Alas,  there  has  been  a noticeable  lack  of  letters  to  the  editor  this  month.  To  rectify  this  shortfall,  I am  using 
the  Letters  to  the  Editor  from  a February  1986  copy  of  National  Geographic  as  a substitute. 


Pandora  Shipwreck 

The  “Wreck  of  H.M.S.  Pandora”  (October  1985) 
states  that  Pandora  is  the  most  important  histori- 
cal wreck  in  the  area.  I would  give  equal  impor- 
tance to  Sirius,  a 24-gun  Royal  Navy  ship  of  the 
same  size  that  served  as  the  flagship  of  the  fleet  that 
took  the  first  settlers  to  Australia.  She  was  wrecked 
off  Norfolk  Island  on  15  March  1790.  Underwater 
archaeological  investigations  conducted  on  her  are 
an  important  part  of  the  upcoming  Australian 
bicentennial  to  begin  in  January  1988. 

JOHN  F.  MILLAR 
Williamsburg,  Virginia 

Okay,  first  of  all,  after  an  extensive  search  in  the 
archives  of  this  publication,  I have  concluded  that 
we  have  never  printed  an  article  entitled,  “Wreck 
of  H.M.S.  Pandora”  (in  1985  or  any  other  year). 
Your  failure  to  notice  such  an  important  and  obvi- 
ous fact  discredits  your  argument.  Secondly,  why 
must  you  split  hairs  on  such  an  inconsequential 
point?!?  So  the  Sirius  was  just  as  important  as  the 
Pandora,  whoop-tee-fucking-do.  Settle  down, 
John. 

Planet  Earth 

Your  article  on  “Our  Restless  Planet”  is  a reality  for 
us  these  days.  I congratulate  the  authors  for  the 
clear  explanation  of  how  an  earthquake  can  occur 
and  the  mechanics  of  the  dynamic  crust.  The  ques- 
tion remains:  How  can  quakes  be  predicted  and 
thousands  of  lives  saved  in  the  future? 

ELI  S.  ANDERMAN 
Mexico  City,  Mexico 

Eli,  I believe  you  have  us  confused  with  another 
publication,  for  we  have  never  examined  the  me- 
chanics of  our  dynamic  crust.  I am  sure  geologi- 
cal engineers  everywhere  are  hard  at  work  devis- 
ing schemes  to  predict  earthquakes.  Please  allow 
them  to  do  their  job  and  stop  bothering  me. 


Members  Forum 

In  reference  to  Members  Forum,  October  1985,  I'm 
appalled  that  one  who  reads  NATIONAL  GEO- 
GRAPHIC should  consider  “knowing  where  the 
Amazon  River  is”  as  being  “unnecessary  informa- 
tion” or  “clutter”  of  the  mind.  If  my  doctor  told  me 
he  didn't  know  where  the  world’s  greatest  river  was, 
I’d  be  afraid  he  couldn’t  find  the  islets  of  Langer- 
hans.  So  long,  Doc! 

RICHARD  J.  MCKENNA 
Half  Moon  Bay,  California 

[Ed:  In  anatomy,  the  islets  of  Longer hans  are  the 
cells  in  the  pancreas  that  secrete  insulin.] 

Dude,  that’s  freakin’  disgusting!  What’s  wrong  with 
you?  I believe  there  is  nobility  in  the  search  for 
knowledge,  and  applaud  anyone  who  strives  to 
learn  more  about  our  world.  However,  how  can 
you  gauge  the  proficiency  of  a medical  doctor  by 
his  knowledge  of  world  geography?  That  would 
hardly  affect  how  competent  he  is  in  his  specialty: 
medicine.  I find  your  analogy  not  only  juvenile, 
but  freakish!  Get  some  help  Dick! 

Cluttered  Mind 

The  letter  stating  “It’s  counterproductive  to  clut- 
ter the  mind  with  unnecessary  information”  makes 
two  mistakes.  First,  there  is  no  such  thing  as  un- 
necessary information.  Every  single  bit  of  informa- 
tion that  exists  is  important  and  useful  to  some  liv- 
ing creature  in  the  universe.  Second,  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  clutter  the  mind.  Scientists  have  long  since 
proven  that  there  is  no  discernible  limit  to  the 
number  of  bits  of  information  that  the  human  mind 
can  receive,  absorb,  and  remember. 

J.  STUART  MORROW 
Sewickly,  Pennsylvania 

Why  must  you  bother  me  with  this  nit-picking?  Ok, 
so  it’s  important  to  know  where  the  fucking  Ama- 
zon River  is!  Give  it  a rest!  Do  you  think  I wrote 
the  article?  Well,  I didn’t.  However,  if  I had,  I 


would  probably  tell  you  Mr.  J.  Stuart  Morrow,  that 
perhaps  you  could  do  a better  job!  Why  don’t  you 
write  me  a better  article  and  submit  it  to 
toike @skule.ca  and  I’d  be  happy  to  print  it  Mr. 
Smarty  Pants!!! 


To  submit  a letter:  (1)  Include  full  name,  ad- 
dress, and  favourite  colour.  (2)  Be  brief  - keep 
letters  under  200  words.  (3)  Don’t  send  e- 
mail  attachments.  The  Toike  Oike  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  for  length,  clarity,  and  The 
American  Way.  Send  letters  by  fax  (416-978- 
1245)  or:  toike@skule.ca 
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by  Aristophat 


OH,  THE  AGONY!  WHAT  DEMON- 
SPAWN doth  lurk  in  the  depths  of  my 
agape  mouth?  Such  pain,  as  cannot 
be  understood  unless  likewise  suf- 
fered, do  I currently  experience.  It 
appears  my  dental  hygienist  did  work 
some  healing  witchcraft  to  deliver  me 
thusfar,  but  I do  sense  the  charms 
wearing  off.  As  I lay  to  rest  in  my  bed- 
chamber, the  full  realization  of  what 
has  taken  place  is  slowly  coming  upon 
me. 

It  appears  my  innermost  whitecaps 
were  savagely  removed  from  my  oral 
interior,  for  reasons  yet  unknown. 
The  one  thing  I am  aware  of  is  a slow, 
relentless  aching  that  encapsulates 
my  entire  conscious  being,  seeping 
into  every  pore  of  my  skull.  What  I 
would  do  for 
some  relief! 

Butler,  what 
ho?  What  is  this 
powder- 
pressed  capsule 
you  wish  me  to 
ingest?  Kind  sir, 
do  fetch  me  a decanter  of  water  and  a 
spoonful  of  honey  to  aid  in  the  inges- 
tion of  this  matter.  “Codeine”,  you 
say?  What  a marvelous  appellation. 
At  the  brink  of  desperation,  I shall  try 
any  newfangled  concoction  that  will 
deliver  me  from  this  suffering. 

I now  await  the  onset  of  this  “co- 
deine”. Vision  remains  acute,  olfac- 
tory receptors  still  active,  hearing 
remains.  What  a disappointment! 
Butler,  fetch  me  another!  I don’t  care 
what  the  prescribed  dosage  is!  Do  I 
look  like  the  type  to  follow  the  instruc- 
tions of  some  witch  doctor?  For  all  I 
know,  you  are  misreading  the  arcane 
text  inscribed  on  the  bottle.  Two  more 
for  posterity,  good  sir!  Gulp! 

Ah.  There  we  are.  I begin  to  tingle  all 
over.  Is  that  a cold  sweat  enveloping 
me?  Or  is  it  a heavenly  spirit,  infusing 
me  with  healing  energy?  Truly,  this  is 
a blessing!  I can  feel  the  release  of 
inhibitory  neurotransmitters  being 
blocked  already.  My  central  nervous 


What  is  up,  and  what  is  down?  What  is 
real,  and  what  is  illusion?  What  have 
I stumbled  upon?  I begin  to  sense  that 
I am  no  longer  alone  in  this  room. 
There  is  a presence  greater  than  I, 
gentle  reader. 

Oh,  sweet  codeine,  champagne  of  the 
opiate  agonists!  Does  there  yet  re- 
main some  ailment  thou  hast  not  rem- 
edied? I feel  naught  but  elation  at  this 
newfound  discovery.  I shall  forever 
embrace  this  state  of  euphoria,  as 
surely  it  brings  me  closer  to  my 
Maker.  Butler,  hand  me  the  treasure 
chest  that  is  this  orange  plastic  bot- 
tle! Do  as  I say,  or  feel  the  back  of  my 
hand!  Arg,  I lack  the  strength  to  deal 
with  you.  If  only  you  could  be  here 
with  me  in  this  moment  of  unadulter- 
ated bliss,  surely  you  would  capitu- 
late! 

Ye  gods!  They  can  talk!  What  say 
you,  little  pill?  You  wish  me  to  ingest 
another?  Who  am  I to  stand  in  the 
way  of  your  will,  O powerful  bringer 
of  ecstasy?  I shall  do  as  you  say,  post- 
haste. I will  do  anything  to  appease 
you,  benevolent  bringer  of  happiness. 
Aghast,  I have  sampled  the  entire 
contents!  No  fear!  Shower  upon  me 
thy  graces,  I am  ready! 

The  pain  is  so 
distant  now. 
Earthly  worries 
are  no  longer  a 
concern  to  an 
enlightened  be- 
ing such  as  my- 
self. Why  walk 
the  earth,  when 
you  can  fly  to 
the  moon?  Imagine,  a man  walking 
on  the  moon!  Blasphemy,  I’m  sure 
you  are  thinking,  but  I feel  as  though 
I could  walk  there  under  my  own 
steam  at  this  very  moment.  This  mira- 
cle drug  codeine  hath  given  me  the 
power  to  do  anything. 

Butler,  I insist:  join  me  on  my  quest! 
We  are  going  to  the  moon,  good  fel- 
low. Put  down  the  telegraph  machine, 
who  could  you  possibly  need  to  con- 
tact at  a time  like  this?  If  you  could 
only  see  the  wonders!  Mayhap  the 
pills  will  talk  to  you  also,  if  you  give 
them  the  chance!  I regret  not  leaving 
any  for  you,  but  that  is  the  way  they 
wished  it  to  be.  Who  am  I to  argue 
with  such  raw  power?  I do  as  com- 
manded; a simple  pilgrim  on  a quest 
for  truth,  I am! 

I must  digress. ..dear  reader,  I am 
losing  touch. ..Butler,  who  are  these 
strange  people?  Unhand  me,  scoun- 
drels! You  cannot...  you 

can...not...*foam*. 


Is  that  a cold  sweat 
enevloping  me?  Or  is  it  a 
heavenly  spirit,  infusing  me 
with  healing  energy? 


What  is  up,  and 
what  is  down? 


system  is  already  beginning  to  expe- 
rience some  psychomimatic  effects. 
I am  floating,  dear  reader! 

The  conductance  of  impulses  along 
my  peripheral  nerves  is  slowly  being 
inhibited  to  the  point  of  foolishness. 
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Frosh  Advice: 

Using  a Condom 

O Glow-in-the-dark  condoms  don't 
attract  glow-in-the-dark  women.  Sim- 
ple logical  fallacy  [Ed:  phallacy?  Heh 
heh.  Good  one,  Beavis.]  might  lead 
one  to  believe  that  having  a glow  in 
the  dark  condom  would  be  a magnet 
for  mutant  glowing  women.  It  is  true 
that  getting  a mutant  glowing  woman 
will  put  you  at  the  top  of  the  A-List. 
By  Lyndon  P.  Bronson  However,  the  only  practical  use  of 

glow  in  the  dark  condoms  is  to  attract 
IF  YOU  ARE  FACED  WITH  THE  rescuers  when  lost  in  a dark  forest. 


DAUNTING  task  of  acquiring  and  us- 
ing a condom,  please  bear  the  follow- 
ing points  in  mind: 

O Don’t  be  too  honest.  Asking  for 
condoms  in  your 
own  size,  such  as 
extra  small,  is 
bound  to  decrease 
your  chances  of 
actually  being  able 
to  use  them.  It  also 
creates  needless 
problems,  since  condoms  generally 
come  in  only  one  size. 


O Don’t  show  off  your  newly  pur- 
chased condom.  Walking  around  dis- 
playing a condom  is  bad  form.  Going 
around  town  with  your  pants  around 
your  ankles  is 
more  likely  to  at- 
tract the  attention 
of  the  police, 
rather  than  the  in- 
terest of  a young 
lady. 


O Don’t  use  your 
teeth  to  open  the  condom  wrapper. 
After  all,  it’s  not  a bra. 


Asking  for  condoms 
in  your  own  size, 
such  as  extra  small, 


O Don’t  try  before  you  buy.  While  it 
is  natural  to  want  to  try  on  a condom 
as  one  would  a shoe,  it  is  generally 
not  an  accepted  practice.  When  test- 
ing out  contraceptives,  you  will  be 
provided  with  the  “store  condom". 
Unless  you  enjoy  the  idea  of  sharing 
that  condom  with  countless  other 
men,  you  should  probably  pass  on  this 
offer. 


O Don’t  reuse  a condom.  It’s  like  au- 
tomatic sloppy  seconds. 

O Don’t  listen  to  this  advice.  That  in- 
cludes this  point.  If  you  think  that  this 
is  a paradox,  you  are  obviously  using 
too  much  of  your  mental  faculties. 
Relax,  and  let  the  good  times  roll. 
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The  Cayman  Islands 

We  re  not  just  for  money  Laundering  anymore  ' 
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Fried  Chicken  Restaurant 
Changes  Hands  Again 


TORONTO  (TOIKE)  - FOR  THE 
FOURTH  time  this  year,  the  fried 
chicken  place  at  Markham  and 
Eglinton  underwent  a change  of  own- 
ership. Dirk's  Fried  Chicken  Extrava- 
ganza follows  closely  in  the  footsteps 
of  Fatty  McGrease’s  Chicken  Pit,  Eric’s 
Fried  Chicken  Lite,  Narges’  Vegetar- 
ian Fried  Chicken  (NO  MSG),  and  the 
original  owner  Kentucky  Fried 
(un)Chicken. 

The  line-up  stretched  for  several 
hundred  feet  past  the  front  door  of  the 
chicken  shop  for  the  weekend-long 
half  price  fried  chicken  offer.  The  fan- 
fare was  marred  only  by  the 
protestors  at  the  head  of  the  line. 

Fred  Gauer,  a 
fried  chicken  ac- 
tivist and  former 
employee  of  the 
Chicken  Pit,  had 
this  to  say  about 
the  protest: 

“This  goddamn 
neighbourhood  is  a dump  because  of 
this  restaurant.  How  do  you  think 
these  guys  are  selling  chicken  at  half 
price?  You  don't  want  to  know, 
buddy.” 


were  always  sniffing  used  oil  out  back. 

I know,  I worked  here  once  and 
learned  all  the  secrets.  I might  not 
know  how  to  do  everything  yet,  but 
it’s  a learning  process.  I think  I fig- 
ured out  how  to  really  push  those  oil 
vats  to  the  limit.  At  this  production 
rate  we  can  afford  to  sell  at  half  price 
all  weekend  just  by  the  sheer  volume 
of  chicken,  ” he  said. 

The  restaurant  has  not  yet  received 
its  clean  kitchen  pass  from  city  in- 
spectors but  expects  to  have  one  by 
the  end  the  week.  Local  residents  re- 
main sceptical,  however.  Already 
some  patients  have  showed  up  in  hos- 
pital waiting  rooms,  complaining  of  a 
mysterious 
stomach  pain. 
Doctors  have 
been  unable  to 
pinpoint  the 
cause  of  the  sick- 
ness, which  in- 
volves spastic 
diarrhoea,  dizzi- 
ness, and  flatulence  that  smells  like 
fried  chicken  and  french  fries.  “Some- 
thing is  amok,”  said  nurse  Guinevere 
Staedler,  who  has  been  taking  care  of 
the  patients  at  Scarborough  General. 


"Those  hicks  don’t 
know  any  better.  ” 


Owner  and  father  of  three,  Dirk  Richardson  says  he  plans  to  continue 
Richardson,  is  familiar  with  the  chal-  his  frenzied  pace  of  chicken  produc- 

lenge  of  running  the  show.  “Those  tion  until  interest  dies  down, 
hicks  don't  know  any  better.  They 


Star  Wars 
Goons: 

Shallow  End 
of  the  Gene 
Puddle 

TORONTO  (TOIKE)  - COMPUTER 
GAME  PRODUCERS  at  Raven  Software 
have  recently  come  under  fire  for  what 
gamers  call  “piss-poor”  Artificial  Intel- 
ligence (AI)  design  in  their  recent  title 
Jedi  Knight  II:  Jedi  Outcast.  Raven  has 
been  criticized  for  the  overly  simplis- 
tic intelligence  model  given  to  the 
Storm  Trooper  characters  in  the  game. 

Eric  Fields,  an  avid  Star  Wars  fan  and 
computer  gamer,  shares  this  viewpoint. 

“The  AI  in  Jedi  Knight  2 is  so  stupid, 
like  when  I open  a door  and  there’s  a 
Storm  Trooper  on  the  other  side,  he 
tells  me  that  I have  no  authorization 
and  then  fires  at  me.  But  then  when  I let 
the  door  close,  he  just  waits  on  the 
other  side  of  the  door!  So  he  doesn't 
know  how  to  open  a fucking  door!?!  He 
can't  radio  in  for  help?  He  just  sits  there 
on  the  other  side,  holding  his  blaster, 
and  hoping  that  I’ll  open  it  again  so  he 
can  shoot  me?  How  stupid  is  that? 

Pretty  fucking  stupid!” 

Professor  Miguel  Valez  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Toronto’s  computer  science  de- 
partment disagrees.  He  believes  that 
the  AI  design  was  top-notch,  and  did  a 
good  job  of  mimicking  the  behaviour 
found  in  the  movies.  “When  compar- 
ing the  mental  capacity  of  computer 
generated  Storm  Troopers  to  those 
found  in  the  Star  Wars  films,  we  found 
an  amazingly  accurate  picture  was  taken  of  their  mannerisms.” 

Raven  Software  was  not  available  for  comment,  so  Valez’s  research  stands  as 
the  only  support  the  troopers  have.  He  insists  that  the  simulation  is  an  accu- 
rate one.  “Have  you  ever  watched  the  movies?  Storm  Troopers  are  idiots! 
Their  minds  are  weak  and  prone  to  Jedi  Mind  Tricks.  They  can’t  shoot  their 
blasters  worth  a damn,  and  are  usually  getting  shot  and  killed  left  right  and 
centre!  The  AI  programmers  at  Raven  are  geniuses  and  have  reproduced  the 
Storm  Trooper  perfectly.  Storm  Troopers  are  just  that  fucking  stupid.” 

Despite  Valez’s  work,  computer  gamers  feel  betrayed  by  what  they  see  as  an 
unacceptable  gaming  situation.  Perhaps  the  Raven  developers  will  have  a 
chance  to  redeem  themselves  in  the  upcoming  title  Jedi  Knight  3:  Keep  Giving 
Us  Your  Money. 


This  Storm  Trooper:  One  Brick  Short  of  a Load 


WWW.  MARI  DS  BAKERY.  CA 


WE  ARE  WATCHING 


11 

J It 

pr 

Page  5 - The  Toike  Pike,  Vol  XCVI,  Issue  I,  2002 


HOWTO 
LOOK  COOL 
IN  SCHOOL 


by  Susan  Hogle 


WELL,  MY  WEE  FIROSHES,  YOU 
AIN’T  in  high  school  anymore. 
You’ve  somehow  made  it  to  Univer- 
sity, and  things  here  are  quite  differ- 
ent. If  you  don’t  want  to  get  lost  in  a 
sea  of  55,000  students,  you’re  going 
to  want  to  fit  in,  and  you’re  going  to 
want  to  do  it  fast.  So  here  are  a few 
tips  for  converting  your  high  school 
self. 


l.  Nobody  wears  a backpack  on 
one  shoulder  anymore.  That’s  SO 
nineties.  What  you  need  now  is  to  get 
yourself  a Mountain  Equipment  Co- 
op card  (note:  always  refer  to  Moun- 
tain Equipment  Co-op  as  MEC  (pro- 
nounced ‘mek’);  If  someone  asks  you 
what  MEC  is,  react  as  though  they  just 
asked  you  what  Star  Wars  is)  Head 
down  there  and  pick  up  the  biggest 
backpack  you  can  find.  A nice  6o-li- 
tre  trekking  pack  should  suffice.  It 
doesn’t  matter  if  you’re  only  carry- 
ing one  folder  and  a textbook.  Get 
some  newspaper  or  old  clothes,  and 
cram  that  backpack  until  it  looks  like 
you’re  carrying  around  lots  of  wicked 
stuff. 


2.  Get  a lot  of  keys.  Your  resi- 
dence uses  a key  card  and  you  don’t 
have  a car?  Well,  buy  some  blanks. 
You  have  to  have  a lot  of  keys  to  be 
important.  Many  keys  will  make  it  look 
like  you’re  in  charge  of  a lot  of  stuff. 
Once  you  have  enough  keys  to  look 
cool,  buy  a few  more  keys,  then  buy  a 
carabener  (from  MEC  of  course)  and 
hang  your  keys  off  the  belt  loop  of 
your  pants.  This  way  everybody  can 
see  your  plethora  of  keys  and  they’ll 
be  totally  jealous  of  your  stash. 

3.  Start  carrying  around  bottled 
water.  Nobody  in  Toronto  drinks  tap 
water  - it’s  bottled  water  or  nothing. 
It  can  be  purchased  from  the  various 
vending  machines  around  campus.  If 
you  don't  want  to  spend  money  on 
bottled  water,  at  least  keep  a spring 
water  bottle  around,  and  fill  it  up  from 
the  tap  discretely.  But  don’t  let  any- 
one see  you  doing  this  or  you’ll  be  la- 
belled a poseur. 

4.  Get  some  Indie  music.  You  like 
mainstream  bands  that  sell  out  the  Air 
Canada  Centre? 

Well,  let  me  tell 
you,  they’ve  sold 
out  more  than 
just  concert  halls. 

Check  out  some 
local  bands  that 
are  playing  at 
small  venues  and  then  start  collect- 
ing their  CDs.  But  whatever  you  do, 
do  not  buy  from  a mainstream  record 
store.  Instead  opt  for  a mom  and  pop 
used  CD  operation.  Learn  the  histoiy 
of  a few  bands,  where  they  came  from, 
and  if  the  members  have  been  in  other 
bands.  If  they  have  been  in  other 
bands,  then  learn  the  history  of  those 
bands  too  so  that  you  can  link  them 
together  when  you’re  talking  to  fel- 
low music  aficionados.  If  you  want  to 


be  super  cool,  then  you  will  also  have 
to  learn  how  to  dismiss  mainstream 
bands  properly.  Talk  about  how  much 
they  sold  out  when  they  joined  a la- 
bel, and  reminisce  about  the  old  days, 
before  they  hit  it  big  (even  if  you  only 
started  listening  to  them  after  they 
made  it  big). 

5.  Get  a Salvador  Dali  poster.  A 
popular  choice  is  “Persistence  of 
Time”.  Displaying  this  piece  in  your 
residence  room  or  apartment  will  not 
only  demonstrate  your  individual 
and  non-generic  tastes,  but  will  also 
hint  at  the  art  connoisseur  in  you.  It 
is  also  useful  to  have  a collection  of 
facts  that  you  can 
spew  off  at  appro- 
priate moments 
such  as:  “Why,  did 
you  know  that  in 
1924  Salvador 
Dali  was  impris- 
oned for  35  days 
in  Girona  for  al- 
leged subversion?”  Science  types  will 
be  in  absolute  awe  of  your  artistic 
knowledge  (artsies  might  not  be). 


Nobody  in  Toronto  drinks  tap 
water  - it’s  bottled  water  or 
nothing. 


Westward  down  the  hall,  there  is  a 
steel  and  glass  staircase  that  rises  to 
the  second  floor.  Walking  up  the  stairs, 
we  were  confronted  by  the  cylindri- 
cal glass  tower,  flanked  on  the  outside 
by  a cantilevered  spiral  staircase. 
There  is  a lot  of  open  air  in  this  area, 
making  for  a lot  of  balcony  space. 


FOR  THE  PAST  FEW  WEEKS  A FEW 
FRIENDS  and  I had  been  trying  to 
get  into  the  Bahen  Centre  at  night  to 
give  it  a thorough  exploration.  Both 
times,  the  team  was  warded  off  by 
the  urgent  chirping  of  the  alarm 
board  near  the  front  door.  Not  ones 
to  take  ‘no’  for  an  answer,  another 
infiltration  plan  was  set  for  closer 
to  6pm. 

We  drove  around  the  area  looking 
for  parking.  lit  occurred  to  me  that 
the  Bahen  Centre  has  a 4-level  park- 
ing lot  in  its  basement.  We  pulled 
into  there  and  paid  a hefty  5 dollars 
for  a parking  ticket.  From  there  we 
took  the  elevator  to  the  ground 
floor.  We  were  intent  on  seeing  what 
this  brand  new  $104.6  million  build- 
ing was  all  about. 


Before  we  continue,  a word  of  warn- 
ing: At  the  time  of  this  writing,  the 
building  was  still  incomplete  in  many 
areas.  I was  also  unable  to  determine 
if  there  was  supposed  to  be  any  green- 
ery added  to  the  building. 

The  main  hall  in  Bahen  has  an  en- 
trance on  St.  George  street  right 
where  the  Koffler  Student  Services 
Centre  ends.  The  ceiling  extends  to 
the  height  of  the  student  centre,  where 
it  is  capped  off  with  an  array  of  glass 
and  stylish  supports.  The  glass 
canopy  lets  in  a lot  of  natural  light, 
giving  the  entry  hall  a very  nice 
touch.  The  hall  is  as  long  as  it  is  tall, 
lined  with  marble  flooring,  long 
wooden  benches,  and  the  occasional 
towering  concrete  pillar.  Interest- 


The  view  from  the  west  end  of  the  main  hull, 
(looking  east)  The  old  Koffler  exterior  is 
visible  to  the  right  as  is  the  glass  canopy 
above. 

owns  these  patios,  but  for  now  they 
appear  to  be  accessible  to  the  public. 


See  BAHEN  on  page  8 


A First  Look:  The  Bahen  Centre 

by  Kevin  Au 


ingly  enough,  the  old  Koffler  exterior 
stands  exposed  within  this  hall,  fac- 
ing the  new  interior  of  the  Bahen  cen- 
tre. This,  combined  with  the  wood  and 
glass  panelling  covering  the  offices  in 
the  main  hall  where  the  guard  rails 
would  normally  be,  results  in  a stark 
contrast  of  old  and  new  along  the  cen- 
tral axis. 


A view  of  the  main  hall  looking  west  The  spiral  staircase  is  just  visible  past  the  second  floor,  with  the 
wood  panelling  to  the  right. 


At  the  upper  level  there  is  no  con- 
nection to  the  main  hall  (it  ends  at  the 
4th  floor),  so  it  is  almost  entirely  of- 
fice space.  There  is  a nice  half-circle 
patio  where  the  spiral  staircase  ends. 
On  the  west  end  of  the  6th  and  7th 
floors  there  are  some  more  small  ex- 
terior patios  that  are  perfect  for  that 
late  night  smoke.  It’s  not  apparent  who 


Page  6 - The  Toike  Oike,  Vol  XCVI,  Issue  I,  2002 


© 

VELUT^  k./EVO 
[arbor] 


Dean’s 

Message 

to 

2002-2003 
Rrosh 


Welcome  to  the 


Listen  Y°^  maggote!  I am  J'ke  Dean  op  me  Fac^fy  op  Applied  Science  and  fingineening  aj- 
me  l/m'vensily  op  Tononte.  From  now  on,  j»ci*  will  Speak,  only  wkew  Spoken  ho,  and  me  pinSh  and  lash 
Wor-ds  O^h  op  you*.-  pilhLy  hnapS  will  We  si*-  ! IS  hKah  ^nder-Shoodf 


Ip  you*  even  Survive  me  po^n  yean  exhneme  physical  and  menhal  negimen  hKah  l will  impose  upon  yo^n 
sonny  asses,  you*  will  We  a ponce  ho  we  neckoned  wim.  You*  will  we  minishens  Op  Science^  pnaying  pon  pnoW- 
lem  sehs.  You*  will  We  awle  ho  kill  a man  wihK  nohking  mone  man  a piece  op  paper-  and  a miscaleu*lahion. 
Bu*h  u*nhil  mah  day,  you*  ane  no  Wehten  man  me  sWh  my  dog  hook  hki'S  monning.  You*  an€  Welow  my  peh 
goldpisK  on  hKe  pood  ekain.  You*  »n€  noh  wonhky  ho  lick  my  Wooh,  mou*gh,  you,  will  We  doing  ewo«*gK  op 
mah.  You*  an€  noh  even  peeking  Ku*man!  Wipe  hKah  Smink  opp  you*n  pace,  necnu*ih! 

WKah  is  yOu*n  pnognam  op  enr-ollmenh,  SoWierf  fingineening  Sciencef  Ttiink  again,  you*  maggoh.  Ane  you* 
some  kind  Op  LohsKohf  Ane  you*n  Walls  made  op  gold  on  somehWng^  FVIvate?  Wh.ah  makes  you*  mink  you* 
ane  wehten  man  hKe  pu*kes  ho  me  leph  and  nigW*  op  you*?  WKah  was  hkah?  I don  h cane  wLah  you*n  high 
school  avenage  was.  Nothing  hicks  me  opp  mone  man  a hotshot  FVivate  with  a hnaek  r-econd  that 
doesn’t  mean  shit!  Fon  all  I know,  you*n  mommy  eou*W  have  Ween  hhe  pnincipal?  Whah  does  you*n 
mommy  do?  She’s  a Wanken.  Wety  leh  me  hell  you*  something,  FVivahe  Hotshot:  you*  ane  going  nowhene  in 
my  inShihu*hion!  You*  can  hake  hhah  ho  yOu*n  mommy  ah  hhe  Wank  and  cash  it,  dipShih! 

You*  will  noh  lau*gh.  You*  will  noh  eny.  You*  will  mosh  likely  gain  IS  pounds  in  yOu*n  pinSh  d>  monhhs.  Because 
I am  hand,  you*  will  noh  like  me.  I Will  noh  Wu*dge.  I will  noh  palhen.  I will  noh  pail  ho  We  in  you*n  pace  pon 
eveny  lou*sy  second  you*  ane  in  my  school.  Yoi*  may  even  decide  ho  hate  me.  I like  hhah.  I want*  hhah. 

The  mor-e  you*  hate  me,  hhe  Wehten  you*  will  hu*nn  Ou*h  as  disciples  Op  Science  and  engineening!  channel 
you*n  hate  inho  lahe  nighhs  op  sKidy,  and  you*  may  ju*sh  geh  Somewhene. 

Thene  is  no  panhialihy  in  my  lechu*ne  noomS.  I do  noh  look  down  on  any  pnognam  in  panhicu*lan.  To  me, 
you*  ane  all  e<fu*ally  wonhhless!  And  my  ondens  ane  ho  weed  ou*h  any  losens  who  ane  noh  pih  ho  senve  in  hhe 
inheneshs  op  hhe  Scienhipic  commu*nihy-  IS  hhah  u*wde*-Stood,  you*  maggohs? 

You*,  wihh  hhe  gneen  panhs!  I didn’t  know  hhey  wene  necnu*ihiwg  pnom  hhe  menhal  inshihu*hion4  hhese 
days.  How  did  you*  escape?  oh , you*  ane  a med  sK*dent!  You*  mean  lipe  science,  you,  wonhhless  pile  op  cow 
du*Mg!  I wou*ldn  h hnu*sh  my  goldfish  S lipe  ho  you*n  incompetence.  You*  make  me  sick  ju*Sh  Wy  looking  ah 
you*"  how  do  you*  expect  ho  heal  people? 

I am  hand,  and  I am  cenhainly  noh  pain.  You*  will  Soon  nealiz.e  hhah  hhene  is  nohhing  aWSolu*he  Wihhm 
hhese  walls!  You*  will  we  hagged  and  nanked  in  a Wnu*hal,  and  ophen  nandom  pashion.  The  well-cu*nve  Will 
Wecome  you*n  goddess.  Wonship  hen,  make  sacnipices  u*pon  hhe  alhan  op  nelahlvihy,  and  you*  have  a 
snowwal)  s chance  in  hell  op  making  Ih  ou*h  op  hene  in  one  piece!  Thah  is  aWou*h  hhe  wesh 
chance  you*  will  geh,  ladies! 

Wow,  platoon,  dn op  and  give  me  IOOO  words! 


This  Thematic  is  brought  to  you  by  Kevin  Au  & Paul  Dabrowski 


Tools  of  the 
Trade 


NO  ONE  GETS  BY  HERE  WITHOUT  BEING  RE- 
SOURCEFUL. It’s  every  man  for  himself  and  if  you 
don’t  save  up  your  toilet  paper  1 guarantee  you’ll 
soon  regret  it.  But  life  still  needs  its  amenities.  Pay 
attention,  and  learn  how  to  live  a life  of  luxury. 


Currency:  coffee  beans 


There's  noth- 
ing a pimply- 
faced bird 
wants  more 
than  his  cup  of 
joe  in  the 
morning.  “What?  Want  an  ace  of  this  shit?  Sure 
thing,  but  first  you  gotta  do  something  for  me..." 
Coffee  is  the  primary  source  of  currency  among  stu- 
dents - that,  and  a bit  of  in-class  buck  and  lewd  acts. 
Just  remember,  those  who  don't  actually  drink  the 
coffee  are  the  ones  who  garner  the  most  'favours'. 


Weapon:  shanks 


w 


Sooner  or  later  you’re  going 
to  get  your  stupid  ass  into  a 
tough  situation,  and  the  5-0 
isn’t  going  to  help  ya  when 
the  thug  in  your 
tutorial  tries  to  throw  a blan- 
ket party  for  you.  You’d  bet- 
ter defend  yourself,  and  there’s  no  better  way  to 
save  your  bacon  than  a well-made  shank.  Break  the 
middle  two  prongs  off  a plastic  fork,  stack  2 or  3 
together,  and  find  a way  to  make  them  stick.  Next 
time  someone  gives  you  heat,  just  aim  for  the  eyes. 


Recreation:  hallucinogens 


Having  trouble  making  it 
through  lecture?  Need 
something  to  take  the 
edge  off?  For  a quick  hit, 
liquid  paper  and  perma- 
nent  markers  always  do 
the  trick.  First  time’s  free. 

Talk  to  the  dude  in  the 
back  row  if  you’re  jonesing  for  more,  but  it’ll  cost 
you.  Be  careful  though,  if  a 6-5  comes  your  way 
you  may  need  to  boof  it  fast.  Just  remember  to  re- 
cover it  before  you  hit  the  can. 


Smuggling  contraband 


Since  time  immemo- 
rial humankind  has 
profited  by  selling 
weapons  and  narcot- 
ics. Don’t  fight  thou- 
sands of  years  of  evo- 
lution. And  for 
chrissakes  don’t  be  a 
boofer!  By  cutting  out 
the  pages  of  your  text- 
book you  can  create  a little  compartment  that’s 
perfect  for  hiding  your  stash  when  the  blue  bellies 
come  for  a shakedown. 


Multipurpose  and  readily  available: 
paper  darts  


Your  primary  means  of  communication  is  the  pa- 
per dart.  Its  secrets  are  only  known  to  the  elders 
and  their  bitches.  But  you’re  not  going  to  take  that 
shit  are  you?  Smack  those  punks  down  with  a pad- 
lock rolled  into  your  sock,  and  reverse  engineer 
that  shit!  Now  you  can  start  marking  your  terri- 
tory and  showing  them  who’s  packing. 
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University  q>f  Toronto 

The  Great  Escape 


SINCE  THE  BEGINNING  OF  TIME,  PRISONERS  HAVE  BEEN  LOOKING  FOR 
CREATIVE  ways  to  escape.  Of  course,  a lot  of  effort  ends  up  being  spent 
avoiding  the  dreaded  backdoor  bitching,  or  getting  stuck  with  a shank  in  the 
showers.  But  above  all,  there  is  the  hope  of  one  day  seeing  the  light  and 
walking  freely  on  this  earth  again. 

Many  have  tried,  and  only  a few  have  ever  made  it.  But  without  risk  there  is 
no  gain,  and  you’re  going  to  drop  the  soap  sooner  or  later,  so  you’d  best  have 
some  escape  plans  before  that  happens.  Below,  we  have  compiled  for  you  an 
easy  guide  to  getting  out  of  any  sticky  situation.  So  save  up  those  coffee 
beans  and  buy  what  you  need  to  reach  freedom. 

I Classics 


Beneath  every  tile 
there  is  a bit  of  dirt.  Dig 
long  enough  and  you 
can  get  somewhere 
else.  These  are  two  uni- 
versal principles  that 
drive  the  most  basic 
route  of  P.O.W.  and 
prison  escapes.  Things 
might  get  a little  dicey 
in  the  lecture  hall  though,  so  be  discrete.  Your  best  bet  is  to  handle  it  one 
backpack-full  at  a time,  and  make  sure  you  put  the  dirt  somewhere  no  one  will 
see  it  (the  SF  atrium  is  a good  dump).  Soon  you  can  set  up  your  rail-car  tracks, 
have  a whole  team  of  students  digging  and  transporting  dirt,  and  before  you 
know  it  you'll  be  outside  on  campus  and  ready  to  take  on  the  world.  Just  watch 
out  for  asbestos! 


I Grand  Diversion^ 


The  whole  concept  of  distracting 
someone  whilst  getting  the  hell  out  of 
dodge  is  another  way  to  skin  this  cat. 
Don’t  sell  yourself  short  and  do  some 
half-ass  diversion.  To  succeed  you 
need  to  make  a scene,  and  you  need  it 
to  be  grand. 

One  perennial  favourite  is  to  buy  a lot 
of  balloons  with  hoarded  beans  (you 
have  been  hoarding  coffee  beans, 
right?)  and  fill  them  up  with  the  he- 
lium you  stole  from  the  Chem  labs. 
Now,  be  creative  and  find  a net.  There  are  lots  of  nets  lying  around  the  Athletic 
Centre  and  the  last  time  we  checked  they  were  free.  Next,  get  into  lecture  early 
and  stuff  all  the  balloons  beneath  the  net  and  have  it  ready  to  set  loose  with  a 
rope.  When  the  prof  comes  in,  pull  the  rope  and  run  like  hell.  He  won’t  know 
what  to  do  with  all  those  flying  rubber  monstrosities  and  dazzling  colours,  and 
before  he  can  tell  his  ass  from  his  hands,  you’ll  be  on  your  way  to  the  local  pub. 

If  you  have  a professor  that  talks  to  the  board,  you  will  require  an  auditory 
component  to  your  diversion.  Fireworks  are  your  answer  here.  All  you  need 
to  do  is  crawl  to  the  other  side  of  the  lecture  hall,  and  jimmy-rig  your  rockets 
with  an  extremely  long  wick.  Drag  this  wick  to  your  end  of  the  room,  and  when 
the  time  is  right,  spark  it  up.  While  the  rockets  red  glare,  you’ll  be  celebrating 
your  independence. 


Chemical  Supernova 


1 Makeshift  Rope  ~| 

Things  get  a little  more  complicated  on  the  upper  level 
lecture/tutorial/seminar  rooms.  An  oft-overlooked 
avenue  to  freedom  is  the  window.  If  the  lecture  hall 
was  on  fire,  you  bet  your  bottom  dollar  you’d  be  out 
of  that  window  in  a New  York  minute.  Lecture  hall 
security  cameras  are  almost  always  trained  on  the 
doors,  and  most  of  the  students  face  the  front  of  the 
room.  This  makes  the  rear  window  the  perfect  escape 
route. 

Again,  discretion  is  the  better  part  of  valour  here, 
and  if  you’re  careful  you  can  rip  down  all  the  curtains 
and  tie  yourself  a knotted  rope.  Ask  a complicated 
question  that  requires  a diagram  to  be  drawn  on  the 
board,  and  when  the  prof  turns  his  back,  throw  that 
shit  out  the  window  and  haul  ass  before  he  gets  wise. 


Tired  of  doing  manual  labour  in  those  3- 
hour  labs?  Count  yourself  lucky  - at  least 
you  aren’t  making  belt  buckles  or  license 
plates.  Take  advantage  of  what's  available. 


This  mode  of  escape  is  definitely  the  most 
high-risk,  but  keep  in  mind  these  are  labs 
we’re  talking  about  here.  Labs  are  chock 
full  of  exotic  and  often  dangerous  sub- 
stances that  no  resourceful  escapee 
should  overlook.  If  you  have  the  cajones, 
grab  the  nearest  beaker,  mix  no  fewer  than  5 separate  random  substances, 
throw  them  in  an  oven,  and  set  it  to  maximum.  It  is  more  or  less  guaranteed 
that  whatever  goes  down,  you  will  be  able  to  escape  in  the  confusion  as  the 
decontamination  squad  moves  in  (or  as  your  labmates  start  to  drop).  Don't 
worry,  the  human  body  is  extremely  resistant  to  toxins,  and  the  likelihood  of 
permanently  injuring  someone  is  less  than  50%.  Hey,  we  warned  you,  this  is 
not  for  those  with  weak  stomachs. 


Wisdom  of  the 

by  #321890 

YOU  THINK  YOU’VE  SEEN  IT  ALL  SOMETIMES,  BUT  IT 
ONLY  TAKES  A pink-faced  cherry  of  a frosh  to  make  you 
remember  the  shit  you’ve  been  through.  Goddamn.  Just  look 
at  me!  How  old  do  you  think  I am?  You  wouldn’t  have  guessed 
it,  but  I’m  only  21,  just  halfway  through  my  university  ‘edu- 
cation’. 

I had  it  all  in  high  school.  Everything  was  within  my  grasp:  I 
was  football  team  captain,  I fooled  around  with  the  ladies, 
and  I even  had  the  grades  to  get  me  my  own  car.  I often 
thought  to  myself:  “goddamn,  I am  one  lucky  fucking  bas- 
tard. What’s  with  all  this  good  karma?”  But  life  always  finds  a balance.  All  of  a 
sudden,  university  struck. 

I never  understood  the  concept  of  ‘hard  time’  until  I first  stepped  into  a uni- 
versity lecture.  I was  definitely  not  in  Kansas  anymore,  and  things  started 
going  downhill.  The  tests  were  hard.  For  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I was  afraid. 
Initially,  they  deflowered  me  quite  painfully.  Later,  I adjusted,  and  the  tedium 
melted  into  a miasma  of  discomfort  and  dulling  pain.  I felt  an  incredible  weight 
upon  my  shoulders,  and  I could  no  longer  look  at  my  peers  with  respect  or 
dignity. 


My  free  time  was  gone.  With  no  set  schedule,  every  day  was  a new  challenge, 
and  I only  thought  of  my  own  survival.  What  free  time  I had  was  spent  doing 
trivial  things  like  chatting  in  coffee  shops  and  dancing  at  clubs. 

I forgot  about  my  high  school  days.  They  faded  into  nothing  and  were  re- 
placed with  the  horrors  of  the  present.  I became  deranged.  The  shock  of  being 
cut  off  from  my  past  made  me  question  who  I was  and  what  I had  become. 
What  is  this  place?  What  is  university'?  What  did  I do  to  deserve  this? 

Suddenly,  a spark  lights  in  the  corner  of  my  mind.  I stare  at  these  new  faces, 
and  prepare  to  break  them  into  the  mould  I am  so  familiar  with  now.  It  is  my 
only  intention  to  show  them  the  ‘way’  and  make  them  my  bitches.  That  s all 
there  is  for  me  now.  There  is  no  escape.  Silly  fool,  good  sir,  do  not  even  think 
of  it. 

The  downtown  streets  are  clogged  with  people  and  cars.  Try  desperately  to 
get  past  the  tide  of  humanity.  Soon,  young  fodder,  life  will  boil  down  into  its 
most  basic  elements:  work,  sleep,  and  food.  That  is  all  you  need  to  know  and 
all  you  will  know  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  And  someday,  you  will  be  cast  from 
this  dungeon  and  forced  to  cope  with  a society  you  are  no  longer  a part  of. 
Most  people  don’t  make  it,  or  so  1 hear.  Your  best  bet  is  to  come  back  and  do 
some  ‘grad  school’.  Hell,  some  people  even  go  on  to  be  the  very  wardens  of 
this  masterful  institution. 

You  never  know  what  it  would  be  like  in  prison,  and  you  won’t  even  get  it  until 
you  realize  that  it  was  right  where  you  never  expected  to  find  it. 

My  freedom  is  gone,  and  I am  caged.  Listen  to  me  now.  I am  truly  a broken 
man.  Shed  no  crocodile  tears  for  me. 
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Post-secondary  education  should  be  a 
right,  not  a privilege! 


"...students  feel  overwhelmed 
by  the  financial  burden..." 


by  Sandra  Armstrong,  Elementary  School  Teacher 


Man,  I got  so  fucking  trashed  at 
party  last  night! 


"Everyone  was  pretty  much 
tanked  when  we  got  there  ...” 


the  frat 


by  Josh  Tommil,  UofT  Student 


As  society  continues  to  progress  at  break-neck  speed,  we  cannot  help  but 
marvel  at  how  quickly  things  have  changed.  Humanity  is  growing  more  spe- 
cialized in  its  pursuits.  We  require  individuals  to  know  more  about  a particu- 
lar subject  and  become  more  skilled  in  their  respective  fields.  The  value  of 
post-secondary  education  simply  cannot  be  underestimated. 

In  1996,  The  Council  of  Ontario  Universities  showed  that  students  with  post- 
secondary education  had  lower  unemployment  rates  than  those  that  did  not 
attend  college  or  university.  A 1995  Statistics  Canada  report  showed  that  stu- 
dents holding  degrees  and  diplomas  earn  higher  salaries.  However,  as  more 
and  more  faculties  opt  for  tuition  de-regulation,  student  fees  are  climbing 
beyond  the  reach  of  some  young  people  and  their  families. 

As  a result,  many  students  feel  overwhelmed  by  the  financial  burden  of  their 
education.  In  a progressive  nation  such  as  ours,  more  emphasis  should  be 
placed  on  offering  accessible  schooling  to  the  entire  population.  Many  studies 
support  the  notion  that  in  an  educated  society,  depravity,  racism,  and  reli- 
gious intolerance  are  far  less  prevalent.  It  is  in  the  best  interest  of  our  nation 
to  make  learning  a top  priority. 

Let  us  move  into  the  21st  century  by  taking  up  a worthy  goal  for  tomorrow: 
everybody  should  be  offered  the  education  he  or  she  is  worthy  of. 

An  educated  society  is  a progressive  society. 


Dude,  did  you  go  to  the  frat  part  last  night  on  Harbord?  It  was  fucking  sweet 
man!  Brandon  and  I decided  to  skip  class  early  that  day  cause  it  was  soooo 
fucking  boring!  So  we  went  home  and  did  some  shots  of  straight  rum,  no  chas- 
ers. Sheeeit!  Brandon  decided  to  mix  us  some  “white  screwdrivers”  cause  we 
ran  out  of  orange  juice!  What  a lazy  ass!  I had  no  problem  picking  up  a 26’er  the 
other  day  cause  my  OSAP  cheque  just  came!  Oh  yeah  baby,  that’s  right! 

Anyway,  then  some  other  guys  dropped  by  and  we  went  over  to  that  frat 
party.  Everyone  was  pretty  much  tanked  when  we  got  there,  so  it  was  all  good. 
They  charged  everyone  $5  for  access  to  the  keg.  So  this  guy,  Scott  right,  I say 
to  him,  “Dude,  I already  paid  your  roommate  for  beer."  He  says,  “John?”  I’m 
like,  “Yeah,  I paid  John.” 

We  got  trashed  for  free!  It  was  sweeeeeeeeet.  Did  you  see  the  chicks  from  Vic? 
They  were  pretty  nice!  Everything  was  absolutely  ldck-ass  till  Brandon  fucking 
puked  in  the  backyard!  What  a lightweight!  Anyway,  he  passed  out  in  a ditch. 
He  looked  pretty  comfy  so  I just  left  him  there. 

Have  you  ever  done  Tequila  body  shots?  I was  doing  some  pretty  fucking 
crazy  shit  with  some  of  those  girls!!!  You  should  have  seen  this  one  girl,  Nancy. 
All  I can  say  is  wow... well,  I woke  up  in  her  res.  room  this  morning.  Fuck,  I love 
university! 


Vladimir  the  Pimp 


ei iris  in 


BEST  WINGS 

BEST  STUDENT  PUB 

-2002  Eye  Magazine  Readers  Poll 

229  college  street 

(just  West  of$t.  George) 


“a  pleasure  to  walk  the 
halls  ...” 


BAHEN 

continued  from  page  5 

Overall,  the  building  was  very  well  de- 
signed, with  careful  attention  to  de- 
tail. The  main  hall  is  an  absolute  mas- 
terpiece. Throughout  the  building 
there  is  plenty  of  direct  or  ambient 
natural  light,  washrooms  and  drink- 
ing fountains  are  well  placed,  and 
there  are  benches  and  nooks  with 
blackboards  lining  some  walkways. 

There  are  only  a few  things  that  stop 
me  from  giving  this  building  a full  five 
stars.  First,  the  building  was  unfin- 
ished at  the  time  of  review.  Second, 
there  were  no  plants  yet,  which  made 
the  building  seem  rather  bland  and  ar- 
tificial. Third,  parts  of  the  building 
seem  too  impersonal,  with  endless 
rows  of  office  space  in  some  sections. 
Lastly,  there  was  no  apparent  place 
for  a cafeteria  or  food  services  outlet. 
It  seems  like  a building  of  that  size 
should  have  its  own  food  court.  Vend- 
ing machines  don't  count! 

Despite  these  complaints,  it  was  still 
a pleasure  to  walk  the  halls  (although 
the  majority  of  the  building  features 
open  space  rather  than  hallways), 
finding  the  many  cool  vantage  points 
inside  the  building.  Considering  that 


A view  looking  up  at  the  spiral  staircase  from  the 
far  west  end  of  the  main  halL  Notice  how  the 
skylights  are  reflected  and  bounced  around  by 
the  glass  panels.  This  is  one  of  the  coolest  and 
post  vertical  news  on  campus. 

I’ve  spent  my  first  two  years  in  en- 
closed places  like  Galbraith  and 
Sanford  Fleming,  the  Bahen  Centre 
was  a welcome  change  and  provided 
a sorely  needed  breath  of  fresh  air. 


(4  stars) 
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Badvice 


THIS  MONTH’S  GUEST 
COLUMNIST: 

A MOTHER  CHASING 
HER  SON  FOR  A BATH 


Dear  Mother  Chasing  Her  Son  for  a Bath, 


Health  Inspector  and  140 
Others  Die  in  Worst  Fried 
Chicken  Catastrophe  in 
History 


TORONTO  (TOIKE)  - THE  CITY  OF  TORONTO  WAS  IN  MOURNING  AFTER  A 
DEVASTATING  oil  explosion  rocked  its  Eastern  neighbourhoods.  Late  yester- 
day afternoon,  a Toronto  health  inspector  and  at  least  140  bystanders  were 
obliterated  as  Dirk’s  Fried  Chicken  Extravaganza  erupted  in  a blinding  fireball 
that  levelled  an  entire  shopping  complex. 

At  5pm,  the  height  of  rush-hour,  people  around  the  city  felt  the  earth  shake 
momentarily,  followed  by  a flash  and  prolonged  rumbling.  Initially  thought  to 
be  an  accident  at  the  Pickering  Nuclear  Power  Plant,  police  and  fire  deter- 
mined the  epicentre  to  be  a fried  chicken  restaurant  in  the  east  end. 

“This  is  certainly  one  of  the  most  massive  oil  explosions  ever  seen.  We  will 
carefully  inspect  all  adjacent  buildings  to  make  sure  they  are  still  structurally 
sound,"  said  building  inspector  Peter  Ohms. 

An  unidentifiable,  batter-covered  survivor  described  the  last  few  moments 
before  the  explosion:  “It  happened  so  fast.  One  moment,  a guy  ran  out  of  the 
kitchen  saying  something  was  wrong  with  the  oil  cookers.  Next  thing  you  know, 
the  owner  starts  telling  everyone  to  get  out.  I had  no  .idea ...no  idea  that  it 
would  blow.  I was  thrown  back  several  hundred  metres  through  glass  and  car 
doors.  Luckily,  I finally  landed  on  a big  SUV.  Man,  those  things  are  comfy." 


After  a troublesome  first  marriage,  from  which  I now  have  a thirteen-year-old 
son,  I have  become  involved  with  another  man.  We  are  now  seeing  each  other 
quite  frequently.  My  son,  however,  takes  every  opportunity  to  cause  mis- 
chief whenever  the  three  of  us  are  together,  as  a show  of  protest.  I really  like 
this  man,  but  he  is  uncomfortable  around  my  son.  How  can  I maintain  these 
two  very  important  relationships? 

Loving  Mother  and  Partner,  Toronto,  ON 

Dear  Loving  Mother, 

Jimmy,  turn  the  TV  off,  its  time  for  your  bath!  C’mon,  get  up  here.  Its  bath 
time,  Jimmy.  No,  you've  watched  enough  TV  for  today.  I'll  put  your  special 
purple  bubbles  in,  you  like  those,  right?  Don’t  make  me  come  down  there! 
That’s  it.  I’m  going  to  count  to  3,  and  when  I do,  you  better  be  standing  in 
front  of  me,  ready  to  take  a bath  like  a good  boy.  One...two...two-and-a- 
half... THREE!  THAT’S  IT!  Where  are  you?  Jimmy,  where  are  you  hiding? 
Jimmy?  Honey,  have  you  seen  Jimmy  around?  Help  me  find  him,  will  you 
dear?  Jiiimmmyyy.  Wait,  I think  I heard  something.  Oh  god,  he’s  gone  into 
the  crawlspace  again.  Jimmy!  Listen  to  me  this  instant!  I know  where  you 
are,  and  if  you  don’t  come  out  right  this  minute,  I’m  going  to  come  in  and  get 
you! 

Dear  Mother  Chasing  Her  Son  for  A Bath, 

Can  you  give  us  the  real  deal  on  the  acceptability  of  giving  gift  certificates  at 
birthdays,  anniversaries,  and  other  occasions?  I know  they  can  be  imper- 
sonal, but  in  this  day  and  age,  it  is  harder  than  ever  to  find  the  time  to  handpick 
presents,  especially  for  recipients  with  finicky  tastes.  Your  wisdom  would  be 
most  appreciated  on  this  hotly  debated  issue. 

Tom  Long,  Vancouver,  BC 

Dear  Tom, 

That’s  it!  I’m  coming  in  there!  (Honey,  pass  me  that  broom,  I'm  going  to  flush 
him  out,  and  when  I do,  you  grab  him,  alright?)  *poke,  poke*  THERE  HE 
GOES!  GRAB  HIM!  *smash*  JIMMY!  You  just  broke  my  mother’s  lamp!  I 
have  HAD  IT  with  you!  You  can’t  run  forever,  you  know.  There  are  only 
three  rooms  up  there,  and  I will  find  you!  Let’s  see,  are  you  in  your  bedroom? 

No....  Let’s  try  the  closet *thwop*  OwwwwU!  He  just  shot  me  with  his  dart 

gun!  There  he  goes!  Take  that  away  from  him,  quick!  AHA!  You're  cornered 
now!  Don’t  look  at  me  like  that.  It's  too  late  to  act  sorry,  I’m  not  listening 
anymore.  You  had  your  chance.  You're  coming  with  me,  mister. 

Dear  Mother  Chasing  Her  Son  for  A Bath, 

My  girlfriend  hasn’t  had  her  period  for  3 months  now,  and  I am  really  worried 
that  she  is  pregnant.  We  are  both  16,  and  far  too  young  to  look  after  a baby. 
Besides,  our  parents  would  kill  us  both.  I think  I need  some  counseling,  but  I 
don’t  know  where  to  go.  Can  you  help? 

Sleepless  in  Montreal,  Montreal,  PQ 


As  rescue  crews  and  city  officials  struggle  to  set  the  neighbourhood  back  on 
track,  a new  wave  of  fried  chicken  protests  has  erupted  outside  City  Hall.  There 
has  been  no  word  so  far  from  the  Mayor,  and  it  is  unlikely  that  he  will  face  the 
protestors  any  time  soon.  “My  priority  is  to  the  city  right  now,  not  the  fried 
chicken  policies  we  inherited  from  the  last  government." 

Fred  Gauer,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  fried  chicken  activist  movement,  shared 
his  thoughts  on  the  Mayor’s  non-committal  stance:  "He’s  been  in  office  longer 
than  any  KFC  has  ever  lasted.  How  can  he  say  he  inherited  these  rules?  The 
time  for  change  is  now!  The  real  problem  is  the  chicken  conglomerates.  We 
need  to  target  them  first.  They’ve  squeezed  the  market  to  the  point  where  a 
normal  guy  can’t  fry  his  own  chicken  safely." 


FOR  A LIMITED  TIME  ONLY 

1 FREE  BUCKET  OF  CHICKEN! 


• Al  paitfipalingbcalBns  only  Plf4S<  je*  slot*  for  delajis  I 

Offei  expuw  Ocl  1.2002  _ __  _ _ _ j 


Dear  Sleepless, 

Honey,  I think  he's  going  to  try  something.  Grab  his  legs,  and  I'll  take  his  top 
off.  No,  I’m  not  overreacting.  I don't  trust  him.  Don't  be  ridiculous,  do  it. 
James  Jefferson  Lauder,  we  are  very  upset  with  you.  Why  can't  you  take 
your  bath  like  a nice  boy?  You  don't  want  to  be  dirty,  do  you?  Don't  be  smart 
with  me.  Okay,  take  his  trousers  off.  JIMMY!  Don't  you  DARI  kick  your 
father,  ever  again!  *splassshhhhhh * UUUUGHHHHHHH!  JIMM\.  IM 
SOAKED!!!  Wait,  get  back  herd!!!!  Honey,  get  him!  What???  I can't.  I've  been 
thrown  into  my  own  bath!  I think  I've  been  through  enough,  it's  your  turn  to 
deal  with  him.  Quickly,  follow  the  wet  footprints  before  they  dry! 
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Interim  feror  Cup /((•ht  \ 

pttrt|V)Y\  Majroram  ‘ 

Euroft, 

V viHtnikrviry 


Did  you  ever  wonder  what  it  would  be  like  if  your  favourite  comic  characters  spoke  latin? 


SentiO  ^ogatas 

Contra  we  tonspi’rare 


U; c fue*-  est 

e*tul'f  siafrissi  MS  / 
horr.JuJuMj  omhi^cui  ! 

~u- 

m.  w i aj 


i! 


A J i Atv+ oa/S  foforifcus, 
As«rJo  ' t;  Vit;  s;„:/,s  m 

j-uufr.  j [ [ | rap ■'  U5  Iff  r+oS.'iS»K 

. VexpowUntur  oj  rw* 

Yf  y 


(Sometimes  I get  this  urge  to  (I  think  some  people  in  togas 

conquer  large  parts  of  Europe)  are  plotting  against  me) 

Copyright  ■£  2002  Thortitar  Media  Qroup,  Tec. 


tgmb@shule.ca 


(You  are 
talking  shit) 


(This  boy  Is  the 
stupidest  of  all!) 


(Up  yours!!!)  (In  the  good  old  days, 
children  like  you  were 
left  to  perish  on 
windswept  crags) 


Y'gei  min  ore 


YOU  fmtK'AI  esYaio> 
YOU  MflKe  ME  Slot!  ' 
UKftT  nM£  you 
oowe  ro  misty?/?! 
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Aries  March  21  - April  19 
A pleasant  surprise  this  month 
will  astound  you. 


Leo  July  23  - August  22 
A journey  of  a thousand  miles 
begins  with  a single  step,  and 
ends  with  really  sore  feet. 


Sagittarius  November  22  - 
December  21 

Your  skill  in  moving  out  of  the 
way  of  fast-moving  vehicles 
will  be  very  useful  this  month. 


Taurus  April  20  - May  20 
A kid  gotta  eat,  naw  mean?  A 
next  bread  shipment  be  rollin’ 
through  tha’  hood  next  week. 
Hit  that  up,  son.  Whitey  got 
‘nuff  bread,  word  is  bond. 


Virgo  August  23  - 
September  22 
Jupiter  and  Saturn  collide, 
spelling  disaster  for  you,  not  to 
mention  the  rest  of  the  outer 
Solar  System. 


Capricorn  December  22  - 
January  19 

Many  bodily  functions  will 
be  performed  by  you  today. 


Gemini  May  21  - June  21 
Your  ability  to  recant  in  har- 
rowing detail  the  statistics  of 
every  single  Pokemon  character 
will  come  in  handy  this  week, 
and  not  just  against  those 
punk  8-yr  olds  this  time. 


Cancer  June  22  - 
July  22 

This  is  your  month.  Two  long- 
time friends  will  express 
romantic  interest  in  you.  Go 
for  the  taller  one. 


Libra  September  23  - 
October  22 

You  start  outside  your  ship.  You 
already  have  the  ability  to  turn  into 
a ball,  99  health  and  30  missiles. 
Go  right  until  you  reach  a hole. 
Jump  down.  See  those  two  blocks 
that  are  sticking  out  of  the  wall? 
Jump  on  the  right  block,  turn  into  a 
ball  and  go  right  through  a secret 
passage,  which  will  save  you  a lot 
of  time. 

Scorpio  October  23  - 
November  21 
A bank-robbery  attempt  gone 
horribly  awry  foils  your  only 
chance  at  withdrawing  that 
last  $3.75  from  your  bank 
account. 


Aquarius  January  20  - 
February  18 

Your  amazing  ability  to  solve 
Maxwell’s  equations  will  not 
impress  the  ladies  this  month. 


Pisces  February  19  - 
March  20 

Today.  Today  you  will  die. 


FIROSH  Nite  2002 

Wednesday,  September  4th 

at  Fort  York 

doors  open  at  9pm 

The  biggest  party  on  campus: 
ox  er  1500  people  came  last  year! 

$,5  at  the  door 
$4  in  advance 
Cheap  BEvERages 


FIROSH  2002-2003  TIMETABLE 

TUESDAY,  SEPTEMBER  3RD,  2002 

8:00  am 

Arrive  at  Con  Hall 

8:30  am 

Buy  Flrosh  Kits  (S85  cash) 

9:00  am 

Con  Hall  Activities 

10:30  am 

Leave  Con  Hall 

11:00  am -2:00  pm 

Campus  Tour,  Arm  Dyeing  & Flrosh  Olympics 

2:00  pm 

Flrosh  Picture  on  Front  Campus 

3:00  pm -5:30  pm 

Downtown  Tour 

5:30  pm 

Dinner  (Free  Foodl) 

6:00  pm 

SUDS 

7:00  pm 

PSAT  Tutorial 

8:00  pm -11:00  pm 

Blue  & Gold  Movie  Nite 

WEDNESDAY,  SEPTEMBER  4TH,  2002 

8:00  am 

PSAT  Tutorial 

9:00  am -11:00  am 

PSAT 

11:00  am 

Con  Hall  Survival  Session 

12:00  pm -2:00  pm 

Lunch  @ Hart  House 

2:00  pm -5:00  pm 

Charity  Events 

5:00  pm 

Pre-FIrosh  Nite  SUDS 

9:00  pm 

Flrosh  Nite  at  Fort  York 

THURSDAY,  SEPTEMBER  5TH,  2002 

Classes  Start 

12:00  pm -2:00  pm 

Departmental  Lunches  (Classes  Cancelled 
from  12:00  to  2:00) 

Classes  Resume 

Blue  & Gold  Bed  Races 

6:00  pm -9:00  pm 

Karaoke  SUDS 

FRIDAY.  SEPTEMBER  6TH,  2002 

Classes  Continue 

12:00  pm 

SAC  Party  on  Front  Campus 

5:00  pm 

SUDS 

6:00  pm -2:00  am 

Scavenger  Hunt 

SATURDAY.  SEPTEMBER  7TH,  2002 

12:30  pm 

Buses  Depart  for  Hart  House  Farm 

SUNDAY.  SEPTEMBER  8TH,  2002 

2:00  pm 

Buses  Return  from  Hart  House  Farm 
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Goods 


By  Lyndon  P.  Bronson 


THE  BLOCKBUSTER  FILM 
GLITTER,  starring  renowned 
fellatrix  Mariah  Carey,  has  el- 
evated the  singer/actress  to 
the  Pantheon  of  Hollywood 
legends.  The  film  tracks  the 
meteoric  rise  of  singer  Billie 
Frank  (Carey)  from  her  hum- 
ble roots  to  the  heights  of 
fame.  Although  the  movie  is 
set  in  1983,  many  of  the 
events  in  the  film  parallel 
Carey  s own  life.  Her  Acad- 
emy Award-worthy  acting 
skills  allow  her  to  overcome 
the  difficulties  created  by  this 
time  differential,  and  play  a 
convincing  role  in  the  earlier 
setting.  The  movie  revolves 
around  Billie  s relationship 
with  the  other  characters  in 
the  film.  Truth  be  told,  none 
of  the  other  actors  deliver  a 
convincing  performance,  es- 
pecially when  compared  to 
Carey. 

As  the  film  progresses  and  Billie  s surroundings  change,  the  one  thing  that 
remains  constant  is  her  integrity.  She  is  honest  and  dignified,  reaching  out  to 
her  fans  while  maintaining  intimacy  with  her  family  and  friends.  Much  of  the 
movie  is  spent  showing  Billie  on  stage,  where  Carey  seems  most  at  home.  Most 
actors  would  shrink  from  such  a demanding  role,  but  not  Carey. 

What's  so  special  about  Billie?  Quite  simply,  it's  her  mouth.  Throughout  the 
movie,  everyone  who  meets  her  lets  her  know  what  they  think  of  her  talented 
mouth  and  throat.  Billie's  emphatic  oral  movements  convey  the  passion  be- 
hind her  talent.  But  is  Carey's  performance  all  up  top?  Certainly  not.  Billie's 
combination  of  leg  kicks  and  rapid  hip  movements  contribute  to  her  routine, 
and  to  the  enjoyment  of  those  watching.  As  Billie's  career  progresses,  her 
repertoire  widens  to  include  impressive  duets  with  both  male  and  female  part- 
ners. 

Max  Beesley  stars  as  Billie's  producer  Dice  who,  unlike  Carey,  puts  on  a show 
that  is  at  best  worthy  of  scathing  derision.  Beesley's  appearances  leave  the 
audience  groaning  and  moaning,  but  for  all  the  wrong  reaspns.  "I  ain't  never 
met  anyone  like  you!"  says  Dice.  Probably  true,  since  Carey  is  unlikely  to  fre- 
quent the  gutter  that  Beesley  must  have  slithered  out  of.  His  on-screen  pres- 
ence is  so  foul  and  profoundly  wretched  that  he  almost  snuffs  out  Carey  s 
breathtaking  performance.  It's  as  though  a giant  cloud  of  dung  takes  over  the 
movie  screen  and  ferments  in  the  viewers  mind.  It  was  almost  impossible  for 
some  members  of  the  audience  to  resist  ripping  the  armrest  off  their  chairs 
and  smashing  themselves  in  the  nuts.  Only  a bullet  forged  from  the  purest 
silver  can  save  mankind  from  Max  Beesley. 

Sadly,  despite  rave  reviews  from  this  critic,  box  office  figures  were  weak  for 
this  film.  This  may  have  contributed  to  Carey  s crippling  nervous  breakdown 
shortly  after  the  movie  s release.  Let's  hope  this  doesn't  preclude  the  possibil- 
ity of  a sequel! 

Glitter  was  a fun-filled  romp  that  sparkles,  leaving  you  with  a warm  feeling 
deep  inside.  Entertaining  and  witty,  how  could  you  not  want  to  see  it?  Highly 
recommended.  Beesley  s putrescence  almost  reduces  this  to  a four-star  flick, 
but  Mariah  s star  power  shimmers  through  and  saves  the  show. 


(5  THUMBS  UP) 


Get  Smart! 


Check  out  this  clever  deal 
from  Rogers  Cable 


Order  baftM”*  October  20,  2002 
and  get  installation  for  only 
$9.95  plus,  your  first  2 months 
at  half  price! 


Call  1-888-ROGERS1  (764-3771) 
today  to  take  advantage  of  this 
exclusive  student  offer. 


Q ROGERS 


